THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
rather more whites than blacks. But the behaviour,
and the costume of everybody, with the exception of
a few onlookers like myself, is similar. The 'anoma-
lies' are evident in the coloured race as much as in
our own. Indeed, for a full minute I gaze fascinated
at a huge coloured man, in a dress of bright yellow
satin, clumsily powdering his nose from a vanity bag.
The powder gives an effect incredibly grotesque-
like salt scattered on a scuttle of coals. But it evi-
dently has the desired effect, for in a moment he is
whirling round the room in the grip of arms even
more powerful than his own,
'Shi-shi with an undercurrent of murder.9 That was
how Carl Van Vechten described it to me once, and,
in a way, he was right. And yet - who is to blame
them? I look out at this seething, twisting crowd,
the very sight of which would drive many of my
intelligent friends into a frenzy of denunciation, and
I see through their contortions, through their ab-
normalities, through their pitiable gaiety, and I see
that they are all seeking the same thing which you or
I are seeking, and that is happiness. And for them I
have even more pity than for their soberer brothers
and sisters. For they have been born into the world
under a cloud. They have been given twisted
weapons with which to fight their battles, and the
song which is on their lips is a song which they must
never sing-a song which they can only whisper,
sadly and in secret - to those few who can catch its
echo*
They are seeking happiness - grasping at it with
feverish fingers - fingers white and brown and black